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was remarkable, the licence of an uncurbed imagination not
without charms and on, the whole, there breathed a fresh-
ness which is rarely found, and which, perhaps, with all
my art and knowledge, I may never again afford: and, in-
deed, when I recall the heat with which this little work was
written, I am convinced that, with all its errors, the spark
of true creation animated its fiery page.

Such is the history of c Manstein,' a work which exercised
a strange influence on my destiny.

CHAPTER

I PERSONALLY entrusted my novel to the same bookseller to
whom I had anonymously submitted my tragedy. He re-
quired no persuasion to have the honour of introducing it
to the world; and, had he hesitated, I would myself have
willingly undertaken the charge, for I was resolved tc
undergo the ordeal. I swore him to the closest secresy,
and, as mystery is part of the craft, I had confidence that
his interest would prompt him to maintain his honour.

AU now being finished, I suddenly and naturally re-
assumed my obvious and usual character. The pouring
forth had relieved my mind, and the strong feelings that
had prompted it having subsided, I felt a little of the
lassitude which succeeds exertion. That reaction to which
ardent and inexperienced minds are subject, now also
occurred. I lost my confidence in my effusion. It seemed
impossible that anything I had written could succeed, and
I felt that nothing but decided success could justify a per-
son in my position to be an author. I half determined tc
recall the rash deposit, but a mixture of false shame and
lingering hope that I yet might be happily mistaken, dis*
suaded me. I resolved to think no more of it. It was an
inconsiderate venture, but secresy would preserve me from
public shame, and, as for my private mortification, I should